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works will be pursued. . . . Give me some money
for my little family. . . ."
They all laughed hugely, declaring that he was a
delightful fellow, full of wit. Their delight was re-
doubled at the sight of the bowl of punch which was
brought in by the keeper of a cafe.
The flames of the alcohol and those of the wax-
candles soon heated the apartment, and the light from
the garret, passing across the courtyard, illuminated
the side of an opposite roof with the flue of a chim-
ney, whose black outlines could be traced through
the darkness of night. They talked in very loud
tones all at the same time. They had taken off
their coats; they gave blows to the furniture; they
touched glasses.
Hussonnet exclaimed:
"Send up some great ladies, in order that this
may be more Tour de Nesles, have more local col-
ouring, and be more Rembrandtesque, gadzooks!"
And the apothecary, who kept stirring about the
punch indefinitely, began to sing with expanded chest:
"I've two big oxen in my stable,
Two big white oxen------"
Senecal laid his hand on the apothecary's mouth;
he did not like disorderly conduct; and the lodgers
pressed their faces against the window-panes, surprised
at the unwonted uproar that was taking place in
Dussardier's room.
The honest fellow was happy, and said that this
recalled to his mind their little parties on the Quai
Napoleon in days gone by; however, they missed
many who used to be present at these reunions,
"Pellerin, for instance."